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"Blue-Gras- s and Broadway" Hazard the Illimitable i

MARIA THOMPSON DAVIESS
Au-iho-r of - BLUB GRASS Ond BROADWAY f

next tim'j you are thinking ofTHE to the theatre change your
mind. Buy Blue-Gra- ss and Broadway,
by Maria Thompson Daviea, .lead it
yourself, give it to the family, the maid,
the telephone girl and the elevator boy
and then send it to the soldiers, thus kill-

ing two or throe hundred birds with one
stone. If books can feel, this one will be
insufferably conceited at tlie end of a
week or two in camp. It is reported
that Marjoric Benton Cooke's Bambi
proved so popular in camp that the sol-

diers or lads or boys or whatever you like
to call them were afraid to lay it down be-

tween readings. Blue-Gra- and Broad-va- ij

has stormed the camps in just such a
manner. Head what one fighting man.
has to say of it:

"Say, if you see a book called Blue-Gra- ss

and Broadvoay, go to it. It's got
all the thrills you want to meet for the,
next few days and then snmc all about
the theatre game, inside dope and great
stuff at that. And it's got a little girl (

from Kentucky in it that'll wind yoar
heart around yonr neck a couple of times
before she's done. The genuine article,
believe ma Oh, boy! But I've got to
get back to camp and finish it

"Private A E. F."
It is great stuff. Either Hiss Daviess

By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

IN reading the finely conceived and

written book on Anatole France by

Lewis Piaget Shanks I suddenly recalled

that some years ago, while rooiing around

in ancient schisms and sects, I had run

across the Fathers oD the Church of Ana-

tole. Anatole France and Thomas Hardy

remain the two Titans left on the 01ympu3

of Literature. The slopes below have a

long waiting list, but on those heights a
few arc chosen and none is called.

The Fathers of the Church of Anatole
were called the Acatalcptics, a sect from
wayback opposed to the Gnostics, who
were the mystical of their
day and knew it all The doctrine of the
Acatalcptics was ihe doctrine of the

of all things. Life pass-et-h
tl(o understanding. Pyrrho is the su-

preme Acataleptic among the ancients.
Anatole France is the supreme Acatalep-

tic among tho ultra-modern- s. Between

stands the great figure of Michel de Mon-

taigne, on wlufsc tomb is graven that
profoundly religious question, "What Do

, I Ejiow?"
If catalepsy is a "possession," Acata-

lepsy is a state of ultimate freedom. "The
story of an intellectual odysscy" Mr.
Slianks beautifully calls the career of
Anatole France from the publication of
Alfred de Vigny, etude (18G8) to What
Our Dead' Say (191G). Odyssey, indeed!
for the adventures of Ulysses-Anato- le on
the way were worth the recording, and
the destination is of no importance. Ana-

tole France is the Ulysses of literature, as
Victor Hugo was tho Homer of creeds.

Tins world is a whimsoy. Nothing can be
proven; notlung disproven. "Eureka" wa3
uttered by a madman (an ironical mad-

man, Poe). . Anatole smiles and smilca

(like Renan) and is not a villain, for, if
lie has given us irony as shield to fend
the slings and arrows of outrageous gods,

be has also uttered tho word Pity. Apollo

has learned the ropes of the theatrical
world pretty well or she is just naturally
a good sailor. Being a good deal of a
playwright herself, besides a farmer and
business woman, she brings a nicely
rounded knowledge of the world into her
writing. The bine grass grows rather
heavily in the middle of Broadway, per-
haps, bat a Kentucky novelist who knows
all about th women who grow np in it,
and knows also how well other people
enjoy reading of their eharms, can af-

ford to make lavish use of her knowledge.
When Patricia Adair of. Adairvillo

writes a play to lift the mortgage from
her home and save her aged grandfather's
life, dresses up in her grandmother's
clothes and brings Iter purring voice and
long, curling, tearful lashes to New York
to clinch the matter, there isn't a woman
above the Mason and Dixon line who will
be eat enough to wish her anything but
success. There is something about these
Kentucky girls, as Miss Daviess admits.
One thing we must know. If crape myr-

tle grows in "Westchester count-- , as Miss
Daviess says it docs, .where, oh, where, is
the spot? Give us a bag and a net and
lead the way. Let us have one more
spray for old soke's sake.

BLUE-GRAS- AND BROADWAY. Br
Mama Thompson Daviess. The Century
Company. $1.50.

and Dionysos are his gods Contempla-
tion and Ecstasy. Eat, drink and make
merry, for you may be an im-

mortal, and it shall be asked of you, "Did
you love My earth or reject it?' For the
kingdom of the Anatolian heaven is made
up of sane pagans.

The vast smile of the great Frcncliman
dissolves all systems. The nets woven by
the Teutonic minded will never strangle
him in their folds. Through the walls of
all the granite superstitions, whether sci-

entific, political or religious, he passes
like a ghost His solving merriment is a
comie fourth dimension. His is the

grin. That this pacifist be-

came a warrior in 1914, that he had gone
over to Socialism, but complete the irony
of his Daemon. He rounded himself out
by taking sides. Tho race, the human, in
him (prefigured . in that masterpiece,
Cranquebeille 19W which John Gals-

worthy expropriated and called Justice)
leaped to its feet France and humanity
were merely extensions of Anatole. Nine-

teen fourteen was a giant retort wherein
the individual in him, the literary wizard
and indifferent seer disappeared like a
snowstorm in a sun. The smile and tho
tear married and became a sword. The
great ghost, Race Solidarity, rose before
him like some mythologic beast His So-

cialism was a confrontation of the com-

mon enemy of man, Selfishness. His in-

tellect foundered in his heart. He be-

came the thing he smiled at The Abbe
Jerome fell on his knees before La Pn-cdr- e.

He is himself a character out of
one of his books. He satirized his own
life in that inscrutable August

In The Opinions of Jerome Coignard
and Le Jardin d'Epieure he 13 a chemist
of visions, the Beau Brummel of Satanus.
He analyzed and classified the errors that
tho world believes to bo certainties. He
is the taxidermist of human illusions.
Finally the great Satirist had his little
joke with Anntole, as Anatole hod had his
saperb jesta aboet all Quags. As MfJ
'i .- .- -t

js'ut . l

dedicating his new novel to Earl
IX Curzon Sir Kider Haggard warns
him it has a parable, with application
"to our state and possibilities beneath
or beyond these glimpses of the moon."
And so it evidently has, but whether by
"state and possibilities" Sir Kider means

the British Empire or Western civilization
or all manknd we arc not sure.

For we haven't searched ont the par-

able entire. Can you blame us? If yon
were shipwrecked on a Pacific island, in
the company of a cocker spaniel, a pug-

naciously atheistic surgeon, and a High
Church clergyman just bis opposite

And if the four of you discovered the
relics of a world empire of supermen,'
250,000 years lost, and among these relics
the superkingj and hia superbeauteous
daughter, alive, liaving lain arf'that time
in crystal coffins in a state of suspended
animation

And if the king were to waft you, by
way of the Fourth Dimension, to his dead
capital city in the bowels of the earth,
where he and his people found refuge
from barbarians who attacked them with
airplanes and high explosives when they
dwelt above

And if thence he were to conduct you
still deeper, and show you the natural
gyroscope, mountain size, on whose tran-

sits along a grooved path depends the bal-

ance of the earth
And if, meanwhile having toured Eu-

rope and America and the Great War in
your company (thanks to his power of
liberating your astral being and his own),
and not having thought much of modem
civilizations as he found them, and being
afflicted with an overgrown ego of the
imperial kind, he were to propose to
sn itch this balancing gyroseope, and thus
to eause the inundation of the present
continents and the elevation of new ones,
and to start the world all over again, with
the eastern, peoples for breeding stock,
and you and that beauteous daughter of
his for king and queen

And if yon discovered as you went
along that the daughter and your late
wife were eternally identical in spirit,
while you yourself were the rcembodiment
of a prince whom the daughter had loved
and forsworn 200centurics before

If all this were going on, would yon
.be able to take in parables and profit by
moral lessons? We weren't! We did
make something hazy of the circumstance
that the faith of the mulish Bastin, the

x

preacher, showed up bettr against the

Shanks says (among all the beautiful
things ho says in this
critical book) : "Like the homunculus of
Faust, the romantic Pyrrhonist yields to
life's imperative call. He turns to his
desk, and there makes a stand against the
llux of appearances which Hcraclitus
first taught by the Ionian Sea."

And why not? Is not France the eter-
nal Don Quixote of civilization? She has
the seals of Mount Sinai on her brows.
She has always warred for the Invisible,
for a thing not seen of the eyes, for
Chimera. On tho Jacob's ladder of so-

cial evolution she has stood on the high-

est rung. She is the sanity of the world;
her socialism is a sane socialism; her in-

dividualism a sane individualism; her
nationalism a sane nationalism. But An-

atole France was not "converted" a la
Tolstoi. He did not reject his past and
call in the Savonorolas for a bonfire of his
books in the Place de la Concorde, as Tol-

stoi would have done. For his sense of
linmor perceived that each gesture ho
had made to life from his birth on the
Qua, Malaquais wa3 valid. The great
Russian was a freak; Anatole France is a
life.

If France had never written anything
else, La ECtisserie de la Heine Pedauque,
Thais and La Serolle des Angus would
have put him into the Pantheon. The first
named is, in the opinion of Mr. Shanks,
of the very essence of France. I agree
with him. It is Latinify in all its reck-

less glory. In Thais one sees the in-

fluence of Flaubert. It is the irony of
asceticism and sensualism. The Revolt
of the Angels (a bartender first gave me
this Book to read yon never can tell!) is
n mytliogony. It is' the siege of Lord
Abracadabra by the Greenwich Village
geniuses of the earth. Not to have read
it is'not to have read. It is a pity Victor
Hugo died before it was written. He
would have moved his pontifical chair
down a peg.

What is tho final "message 4hai we

.V

marvels and temptations than the scien-

tific doubts of Uicklcy the surgeon. We
also made something, which we dij liked,
of the fact that Bastin bad converted the
Princess Yva to his bastinado croei im
mediately before the self-sacrif- by
which she thwarted Papa's world irxk-in-g

design. Oar reason for disliking it
was that if Bastin's Christianity is the
genuine thing, our humble beliefs ia' the
matter have been misled.

. Devotees of Sir Rider Haggard 'will
perceive from the foregoing tliat ae a
back in something of his She and
form; and that years have not saxred
nor customers staled his inimitable n pagi-

nation. Yva the priaceas descends ia di-

rect creative line from Ayesha; if Hs-phr- ey

Arbuthnot, the isnl
Kallikrates, at least he is what he needs
to be in order to tell the tale. Bad in ia
an amusing ass (we intend so in-eve-n mce J
Sir Rider takes great pains to make aisa
of him) at first

On that astral tour which Humjhrcy
Arbuthnot makes in King Oro's com I any,

1

tle United States is visited; but "at this
point there is a gap in Mr. Arlrath net's
MS, so Oro's reflections on the Neatral
Nations, if any, jremain rmrecorileA,"
What a pity! Were they snreeordet!, we
wonder, in the original manuscript?. Da
they remain so in English editions? War
a deletion made somewhere, by some oee,
after the United States got over hexig a
Neutral Nation?

We wish we had time, space and B-e-rgy

for a prolix essay on the indjekrw
values of the names invented by authors
for their characters. But readers 3 nat-
ive to such values will not need it the
very first line of Page One of the Bnvelr

'I suppose that I, Humphrey ArmitJmet,
should begin this history " will give
them the pitch and tone of the t&le
zenith-to-nad- ir performance. Humphrey
Arbuthnot! qBmtessence and epitiimel
When the World Shook is the Very

humphrey-arbuthnot-mo- st book that these
could be.

It is the cosmos-wanderi- Let's Pre-

tend of the Rider Haggard of old,: dad ;

in a calico print emulation of Joseph's,-coat- ,

burdened with a parable too havy "

for its back, and tamed loose in the jiter
ary sphere of the minor wild 'fifties ,

wherewith the Strand Magazine nsei t "

thrill our boyhoods.

WHEN THE WORLD SHOOK. Bj S.
Kojb JLicoaeo. Longmans, Green t C2 -

$1.60.

Musings in the Church of Anatole

prohibitionists

in-

comprehensibility

sympatuetically f. -- T- A 1 - 11 tTT-- Li. -.-- - 1SLV

ctiri ennn m rw tim amuiflA nr m lira. r;

evohnn?. lite ninons soul. No xnoirtiC. K
Jt - 1 - l 1 ir A7 L. Lii .

only a promontory irom 1111101 to Da iota
a more distant xeiiei. we snoaurgo

and actor, because it 13 a health gestare, J
we see the "great process" is cot "giod

demand a morality, but an ssthene. We
luriAj ciiaugt;, exxujg m iv uic iunw 5. ;

of a timeless miracle. Says Mr. Sbmias,

- .... . - -
mind, a restless soul ever seetansr tueiun- - 3?- -
tnntrn. will nf vtttts rrnnv n. Inrw rzr- -

1 i a jT i T" ' a - -
acrsiona uu an r.picurean is nor. s j ;

lobster cormorant and a wine guzzler? f"Life," once said an Imp to me, "ia ft y

highest form nf nTmnjyjHl fitnniditr. tits-- 44o o i . ' , : - ,j.

Universe is a great epic tnat a bniKe-spea- re

has written' Trith a worm." 'Se
might have said the' great Anatole, one 'of
the rarest spirits of the age. ' '

To any one who wants to enter tk
Cliurch of Anatole no better hook caiZ"
be recommended tnan Mr. Shanks's'hW
AUUIUUO 4illVA (1U1UA1 QlUUti Of T

as limpid as his master's and his vac ta-
ctions are, in the main, just

ANATOLE FEANCE. Br LewisP.
Shasks. Chicago:' Open-- Court Publi S-

ling Company. $10.

The Bookman has completed' it3 fus
six months since it was taken over by tiff
George U. Doran Company, and a bora id
volume of the first sir numbers has bom
nut forth, showinir marrv new and noti- -

' y .. i

ble names among' contemporary writers
on no coninDuiors- - ss.

'I


